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the truth of a principle kid down by the admirable
Fourier, which assures us that our tastes are so.
diverse that if only we lived in harmony with one
another hovels would be as much in demand as
palaces. It is quite true that we do not live in
harmony; or we should all possess prehensile
tails, so that we could hang suspended from the
trees. Fourier has expressly said so* Another
man of equal merit, the gentle Prince Kropotkin,
has assured us more recently that some day we
shall live rent-free in the mansions on the great
avenues, for their owners will abandon them when
they can no longer procure servants to keep them
up. In those days, says the benevolent prince,
they will be delighted to hand them over to the
worthy women of the working-classes who will
not object to a kitchen in the basement In the
meanwhile, the question of a house is both arduous
and difficult. Zoe, please come with me to see
that suite of rooms on the Quai Conti of which
I told you. It is rather dilapidated, having
served for thirty years as a chemical warehouse.
The landlord won't do any repairs as he expects
to let the place as a warehouse. The windows
are oval dormer-windows, but from them you see
an ivy-covered wall, a moss-grown well and a
headless statue of Flora which still seems to smile.
Such things are not easily found in Paris."